JACK-BOOT AND PETTICOAT

She is not tall, nor a beauty, pale and very thin, but looks sensible
and is very genteel. Her hair is darkish and fine; her forehead
low, and her nose very well, except the nostrils spreading too wide;
her mouth has the same fault, but her teeth are good.

Such is Horace Walpole's description of Charlotte.

The ordeal through which the young girl was made to pass
that day was a terrible one. At nine at night she was married
to George by Dr Seeker, the Archbishop of Canterbury, in the
Chapel Royal. The King's brothers, the Duke of York and
Prince William Henry, attended her: the Duke of Cumberland
gave her away. Her gown weighed her down:

. . . white and silver; an endless mantle of violet-coloured velvet,
lined with ermine, and attempted to be fastened on her shoulder
by a bunch of large pearls, dragged itself and almost the rest of her
clothes half-way down her waist. On her head was a beautiful
little tiara of diamonds, a diamond necklace and a stomacher of
diamonds, worth three score thousand pounds.

The jewels were her husband's gift:   like Edward III he was
throughout his long life extremely fond of jewelry.

The household arrangements broke down; and when the
party returned from the Chapel there was no supper ready for
them and their friends. Charlotte saved the situation by playing
the harpsichord and singing, which delighted the distinguished
audience and made them less conscious of their empty stomachs.
Supper over, the King and his bride moved freely among the
guests; and poor old Cumberland thought that they would
never go to bed. At last he bluntly told his nephew that he was
tired and was going home. It was a signal for the break-up of
the party. It was announced that there would be no visit to the
royal bedroom to see the couple in bed, which was the real
attraction of a royal wedding: the custom was never revived
after George Ill's reign.

GEORGE AND CHARLOTTE were crowned King and Queen on
September 22nd, 1761. The weather was King's weather:
thousands slept out to be ready for the spectacle: the streets
were thronged with loyal citizens. Horace Walpole, who
professed to be rather bored by such occasions, was amazed at
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